MAIDEN CASTLE

works where a rider's feet might scrape against both
sides and perhaps rub loose a few small flints that had
worn half through the chalk and grass. One had to
get past the three main rings of built and rammed
earth, sixty feet high, that seemed to go all round the
town, and here at the gateway they overlapped and
twisted and made queer cool passages. Martius kept
rather close to his father and uncle, who were talking
about snails again and the respective difficulties of
breeding and shipping them. He looked up at the top
of the earthworks rather often, and was extremely glad
there were no faces peering over the edge, no stupid
blue eyes watching for the best place to poke a spear
into one's ribs - or even worse faces one could think of
quite easily- And how terribly exciting it would
have been in the old days, before the Britons were
beaten, if one was marching in with one's own
splendid legion instead of half a dozen rotten grooms
who'd run away if a sheep baaed at them! And one's
great black stallion would be prancing and trampling
on bodies, and snorting - he patted his pony's neck
as they went through another gap - but he supposed
one would really do best to have a tower on wheels to
go round the place and shoot over and down into
the ditches, two towers probably. And one could
mine?

Another steepish slope took them up through the
last gap. 'But where's the town?' said Martius. There
was certainly less town than one would have expected,
and the guide seemed to have lost interest in taking
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